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was darting every now and then across the room to
embrace me* At dinner, without any provocation, he
had his hand every now and then across the dishes to
take my hand. From the rest of his family you will
believe I had a warm reception, when I tell you that
the passage of my speech which was by far the most
admired was a panegyric on Burke, which you know
did indeed come from the heart, and which I have long
had it in my mind to acquit myself of once in my life,
as a debt due to unsuccessful virtue. That beast Lord
M. said to somebody that this passage was much finer
than the finest part of the finest speech he had ever
heard delivered. Now, Til tell you, with literal truth,
that there was nothing either difficult or fine in the
matter; but it may serve to prove what a powerful in-
gredient in eloquence a sincere feeling in the speaker
is* The night before there was a latish House, after
which I dined at Burke's about nine o'clock at night,
and got to bed about eleven a good deal tired, as I
always am now after sitting a few hours in that stew
the House of Commons. I woke at three in the morn-
ing sick and feverish, and really expected to have been
disabled from appearing. I did not get a wink more
of sleep, which was owing no doubt chiefly to anxiety.
I went to the House at a quarter after four, and sat
there .till almost six, in expectation every minute of
being turned off. This was a long time to sit under
the gallows, and I do assure you I could not help re-
volving all sorts of melancholy -notions the greatest
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